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happened in times past, for the Great War was but the
prelude to the gathering of invisible forces from Angora
to Pekin.

These forces come from the soul of the East, which has
found itself again after a thousand years of meditation ;
while we in the West, sick with the congestion of our
lusts, starved in our imaginations, and busy with undis-
criminating activities, are in danger of losing ours.

In the Baghdad Kiosk, so gracious with its white marble
and blue tiles, I can sense the peace of the Kief. For the
sake of the Kief, under many names and forms, all the
martial races of Asia have sacrificed much of what we call
liberty. They have wanted peace as only men of action
can, and having found that greater freedom, have lost the
lesser so prized by the babbling democracies of the West

I shut my eyes, trying to summon the ghosts of those
who lived here when the Seraglio contained the best brains
and the stoutest hearts in Europe. Alas, my guide will not
let me rest! She wants to show me modem Constanti-
nople, and says that we shall be late for tea at the Tokat-
lian. I must go. It is useless to linger here : her voice has
emptied the divans, silenced the zither and drum : the
dancers have gone, and those who watched, " The spider
has become the watchman of the royal abode and spread
his curtain over the doorway."

Modern Constantinople does not keep me long. Loti
would look in vain for his " desenchantees " in Pera or
Stambul : they are all unveiled : they have learned the
new ways and the new spelling : they drink kokteyles, hold
hands in cinemas, go to their hairdressers for permanent
ondulasyon ; dress, dance, eat and drink in the stand-
ardised fashion of the women of Europe and America.
What will they make of their country ? Will they crowa